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	Icey's squiggly tales

**Chaaaaaaaptah 1 (maybe. just, maybe.)**

**A/N In case you didn't know, I dont own Hetalia. Just this story. And maybe that hot ass bitch down the road. No, I don't. People in PA... so far I haven't seen anybody attractive. Sucks ASS. But, R&R? Tell me to continue it? Maaybe? This is based off an RP I had with a friend.. I also don't own Squigs, that belongs to MadamSquiggles on ! **

Hong Kong knew his friends, like the back of his hand. He made sure there were no secrets, just like he tells all his in his valley-girl speech, but he still seems emotionless. But today at the World Meeting, slight concern, confusion, and anger was written on his Asian face. His eyes were slightly narrowed, and his eyebrows furrowed in frustration. He had no clue what Iceland was hiding- and it was quite obvious the Asian's friend was most likely hiding something- due to his nervous mood today. Iceland usually was grumpy, and always taking notes because of his boredom and little patience with the older nations.

But today, Iceland constantly shifted uncomfortably in his seat, wiped the sweat from his forehead, and yet still took notes. Even from afar, HK could see the slight trembles coming from the Icelander. He was unsteady, and at lunch break he didn't even bother leaving the meeting room to go talk to annoying nations at lunchtime, instead he sat there, scribbling in his notebook. Hong Kong knew he might of been a stalker at this point, constantly staring at Iceland. Soon, once everyone had left the room but him and Iceland, he stood up and walked over to the white-haired nervous wreck. He needed answers.

"Yo, Ice, you okay?" HK asked it boredly, though in his head he had a concerned expression.

Iceland jumped slightly in his seat, dropping his pencil in the process. HK stared at Ice's notebook, to see what Iceland had drawn.

Hong Kong pointed at the book, not bothering to pick up Iceland's pencil since his friend was frozen still glancing at him occassionally and then looking away in embarrassment. "Like, what is that?" Iceland slowly turned his head to look at the notebook, and then he grumbled lowly.

"What? I like, couldn't hear you." Iceland grumbled again, but spoke louder this time. "Just... doodles." Hong Kong blinked slowly, and then pulled out the chair to the right of Iceland. He sat down, and put both of his elbows on the table, to rest his head in his hands.

"They seem a little detailed for doodles, dont'cha think?" Iceland looked away again, and shifted uncomfortably again. "It's just... notes of something... I had seen..." Hong Kong looked down at the pencil on the floor, and Iceland caught note of what he was looking at.

He bent over to pick up, and bit his lip to prevent himself from hissing in pain. It worked until he finally picked it up, then he hissed in pain. Hong Kong tilted his head in confusion, and watched as Iceland resettled in his seat.

"Why did you like, hiss? What hurts?" Iceland shook his head and placed the pencil between the notebook pages and closed it. From that moment on, HK knew he'd hear a lie. "My... back. Tourists, I guess?"

Hong Kong sat up straight, and glared at his friend. "You're like, a horrible liar." Iceland sighed, and laid his head on the table. "Headache, then. I do have that, though. It's pounding like I have a hangover... which I don't." The Asian hummed in thought, and left the Icelander to bite his lip trying to prevent himself from spewing out nonsense.

Hong Kong glanced at Iceland again, who looked like he was in pain again. "Did ya ever like, think of taking pills?" Iceland's expression changed to slight shock as he jumped from the silence breaker, and looked up at Hong Kong.

Iceland dragged a hand up to his face to take out his right-eye contact, that made his eyecolor match. Instead, it showed his icey-blue eye. (No pun intended.) Iceland rubbed his eyes tiredly and yawned. "I did, but they don't work..." Iceland's voice quieted as he shifted again, and Hong Kong could of sworn he saw something move under his shirt, but he let it go since his mind wasn't with him right now.

"Go to like, a doctor. That seems like a good idea, right? No? Okay, no." Hong Kong raised an eyebrow as he watched a frown formed on Iceland's face. "I don't like doctors." Hong Kong huffed in frustration.

"It doesn't matter if you dislike them or not, you're either sick, or in a lot of pain. Do like, something about it." Iceland shrugged. "It'll pass. I just need to go sleep all day..." Hong Kong glanced at Iceland's face, noticing the dark bags underneath his eyes.

"Speaking of, like, get some sleep. You look like, a zombie." Iceland let out a strained chuckle, and pulled down his sleeve to look at his watch. "I don't get much sleep, but lunchbreak's almost over... so go back to your seat." Hong Kong shook his head in disagreement, and this made Iceland glare at him.

"Don't wanna, I need to punch your stupid brother for not taking care of you." Iceland rolled his eyes and leaned back in his seat. Crossing his arms and closing his eyes, Iceland spoke more quietly. "It's not his job, I can take care of myself."

Hong Kong sighed and knew he would get nowhere with his stubborn friend. "Like, okay. Just try to get better when you go home after the meeting, pretty please?" Iceland leaned back again and let his head go back as well, closing his eyes to block out the light. "Yeah sure, now go away."

Hong Kong had did as asked, and the moment he sat down in his own seat countries began to pour back into the room. Throughout the last few hours of the meeting, Hong Kong noticed Iceland seemed to be in a better mood, like he was glad somebody had noticed he wasn't feeling as well as he should have. This made Hong Kong relax, so he was able to focus on the meeting and Taiwan's occassional poke to his shoulder, asking him questions on certain European things she didn't understand. His patience was beginning to wear thin however, and at the end of the meeting he saw Norway try and get Iceland to come with him.

Iceland even seemed reclusive from his brother, and clearly told him no. Norway, however, _desperately _wanted Iceland's attention, although the younger nation was ignoring him with the best means possible. Putting in earbuds and listening to music. The Norwegian sat down in a chair and leaned against Iceland, letting his head rest on his shoulder. This seemed to get Iceland's attention, who after shifting uncomfortably, looked at his brother. Hong Kong slipped a few seats closer to listen what they were talking about..

"I told you Nor, it's nothing..." Norway seemed displeased with the response, and protested quietly.

"Lille'bror... you're not usually... like this. Tell me what's wrong, please?" Iceland shook his head, not wanting to give any answers. "I'm not exactly... ready to talk, nii-san..." A dark blush coated Iceland's face, and he ducked his head down. He must of been thinking giving into calling Norway his brother would deterr him from wanting answers, but... It didn't really work.

"I really don't care if you call me your brother right now or not... something's wrong with you. Can you at least tell me what it is?" Iceland looked away, in Hong Kong's direction. Their eyes met for a moment, and Hong Kong could see the annoyance, but also pain in Iceland's eyes. He knew he had to say something.

Iceland motioned to his notebook, which Norway sat up and reached for. Once he had it in his hands and flipped through the pages, his eyes slightly widened a fraction when he reached the page Hong Kong saw earlier.

"Ice... is... this?" Iceland sighed deeply, and brushed back his bangs. "Pretty much. Mei always told me loving foreign animals and mythical creatures would get me in trouble someday..." Norway closed the book slowly and shakily, and then set it back on the table.

"What... do you want me to do about it? I can leave you alone all year, if you'd like..." Iceland whipped his head in Norway's direction, and his voice was cracking and also nervous. "No! That's not what I mean at all.. What I mean is... I encountered one... and it was... kind of friendly... except for the uh... _other part._" Hong Kong stealthily moved another three seats closer, until he was only five seats away from the two brothers.

Norway noticed Hong Kong moving closer, and glared darkly in his direction. Iceland looked the direction of where Norway's glare was pointed, and sadly smiled in his friend's direction. "Hallo, HK.." Hong Kong waved slightly to Iceland, and then looked down at the closed notebook. "So what exactly... did you like, 'encounter'?"

Iceland's eyes widened slightly and he looked away again. "A... a.. ahm.. ehm..." Iceland's hesitation told Hong Kong not to ask, and he hummed in disapointment. "It's like, okay Icey. If you don't want to tell me, then like, don't." Iceland's shoulders relaxed as he sighed, the tension slightly leaving him. "And your so noble about it too, spare me." Iceland retorted sarcastically, earning a quiet chuckle from Norway.

This caused Hong Kong to raise an eyebrow, showing he wasn't expecting the emotion from Norway. "What? I'm not alowed to chuckle? Please, wait until you've suffered enough to earn your poker face before you lecture me." Hong Kong backed up slightly as he saw the annoyance in Norway's eyes, even behind his deathly-glare.

"S-sorry, sir..." He spoke quietly, and the tension in his muscles faded when he saw Norway relax and slump on Iceland again. Iceland reached around to stroke Norway's hair, and in return the Norwegian sighed. "I'm exhausted... remind me to choke Anko when I wake up in three years..." Iceland hummed quietly, and laid his head ontop of Norway's. "Yes, wake me up then and I'll remind you." His eyes soon drifted shut, but Hong Kong knew he wasn't asleep, since his leg was still bouncing up and down.

"You're both like, cute like that." Iceland's eyes slowly drifted open, and he lazily looked over in Hong Kong's direction. "Thanks, I guess..." Just before Iceland was able to relax again, Mr. Puffin flew in squaking.

"There ya are, tough guy! I told ya I'd come pick ya up at seven, right? Well get yer ass movin'!" Iceland groaned in frustration and smacked his head on the table. "But I just got comfortable..." Mr. Puffin landed ontop of Iceland's head and pecked at his hair. "Don't give a damn, get moving hoe!" A tick mark appeared on Iceland, who grumpily retorted to the bird. "I am not a hoe. Do I look like a gardening tool to you? Or, do I look like some bitch on the street selling her ass? No, I do not."

Mr. Puffin snorted, and started pulling Iceland's hair. Iceland mumbled to himself and then stood up, causing Mr. Puffin to stop and jump on his shoulder. Iceland shoved his notebook into his bag and turned towards the doorway. He waved goodbye to Norway and Hong Kong, and then left with a very evil looking Puffin.

**~OOO~**

A few days later, Iceland was woken up by a squaking Puffin acting as a type of alarm clock- to tell him someone is at his door. Iceland begrudgingly sat up in bed, and instantly regretted it as a sharp pain went through his stomach. He could feel... _it _getting just as nervous as it's host, and it quickly buried deeper into his body, trying to let out calming pheromones to help keep Iceland calm, since he knew he needed to answer the door. People have called him for days and he didn't bother answering, and when they would come over, he would wait until they left to open his door and look out it meekly and stare in their fading direction with soft eyes. So today, he'd prove he's still alive.

Iceland slid out of his _oh so comfortable _bed and left his bedroom, to go down the _stairs that gained a step everyday... _But nonetheless, just as another knock sounded at his door, he slowly opened it. When he saw Taiwan looking slightly disgruntled and hopping on her feet, he sighed in relief. No one serious...

"Hallo, can I help you?" Taiwan looked up and stood still as she stared at Iceland. "Emil... you look... horrible." Iceland's drowsy-morning eyes softened, and thinned his lips into a straight line. "I know I do, but you... gotta trust me, Mei, I'm fine." Taiwan sighed softly, and walked into Iceland's open embrace. He wrapped his arms around her, and the bright light seemed to bright all of a sudden...

"Emmy... do you know how much you've worried me? No one could get a hold of you, or even get you to open the door... do you know how much that made me scared?!" Taiwan's voice broke off into a choking sob, and soon Iceland's shirt was being soaked with her tears. Taiwan opened her mouth to speak again, and the whiny words hurt Iceland's ears. Such an annoying pitch.

"I... missed you... I wanted to make sure you were okay and... and, so I came by myself b-but... I didn't think you'd open the-" Taiwan's words ceased when Iceland shushed her and began petting her hair. "C'mon, might as well go inside before you wake my neighbors up..." Taiwan nodded, and was pulled indoors by her arm.

"So... what exactly happened?" A few hours had passed and Taiwan was calmer now, at least glad Iceland's house wasn't trash like he was, and he could still make delicious honey tea. "I was an idiot and decided to approach something in a cave, it's not my fault I was attracted to the beautiful bio-luminescent colors." Taiwan raised an eyebrow and took another sip of her tea, and then placed it between her thighs and folded her hands in her lap over the cup.

"What was it?" Iceland looked down and shifted uncomfortably. "A Squig." Taiwan tilted her head, confused by the foreign word. "What's a Squig?" Iceland sighed and shrugged his shoulders. "Don't know much, my research hasn't been getting me very far. I know someone I could ask for help but... I'm not sure what you're reaction will be when you find it's a _girl _I'd be asking help from."

Taiwan huffed in offense, "I won't get jealous if that's what you're saying." Iceland stared at her with doubt written all over his face, and Taiwan took this offensively, as well. "I would not! If you need to research something then go ask a man- err, I mean, you can ask.. _women _for help..." Jealousy laced Taiwan's words with venom, and Iceland chuckled. "You'd start shitting bricks if I told you what it'll do to me- or at least, as much as I know so far." Taiwan blinked slowly, and scooted further on the edge of her seat, intrigued. Taking another sip of her tea, she asked him to continue.

"Well... here goes nothing..." Iceland sucked in a deep breath and massaged his temples, feeling a headache coming on. "You better not scream, or I swear to Thor I'll dump you and sell you to Loki." Taiwan chuckled, her bell voice lightening the heavy atmosphere of the room.

"Squigs are creatures that depend on their hosts- mainly young females, humans in particular. If their host accepts them, they crawl up... their um... private parts, and reside in their womb for a year, taking nutrients from their host to survive; like a baby. However, Squigs won't be able to live outside of their host once they find one, until the year is over. The Squigs will try and help their host throughout daily life, like when they get larger use their tentacles to hold maybe a notebook for them- but this can cause panic to others if they see this and do not know what is going on... Which is why Squig hosts usually live alone for the year until the Squig leaves the host and fully matures. However, most Squigs do not leave their host for they grow such an attachment..." Iceland paused when he saw the shocked look on Taiwan's face, and he sighed when she dropped her cup. Luckily it was empty.

"Continuing on: There are different types of Squigs, and they are all an endangered species. Which is why a woman who goes by the name of 'Madam' owns a place... that... breeds... and stuff... for Squigs. However, wild Squigs are not as docile. The blue Squigs mainly grow an attachment, are friendly, and glow a blue. However, there are deadly Squigs as well. Purple, pink, white, and most of all- _red. _The red Squigs are mainly violent- and drain their host rather then just surviving off of it. They will stay with their host only if completely nessecary- and that's usually never, since instead of leaving their body like a normal Squig, they... _tear _the way out. Painfully." Iceland shifted uncomfortably again.

"Although I am no human female- the country personifications- at least the 'males' do contain a type of... entrance. Which is why some of the male countries have children together... some of them possess something similair to a womb, however it's not one. It's a type of sack, and when impregnated, the countries are typically torn away from sleep, motions are more wacked then a females- cravings are even more outrageous... and the pregnancy is more delicate then a butterfly's wing. So... when I encountered the squig, a baby one at that, thought I'd make a good host. You know me, I love weird things... but when it... crawled up into my body... I'd been creeped out every day afterward. I just feel... weird." Taiwan blinked slowly, and then breathed out a heavy puff of breath.

"So... you're a... host? To a... _creature _that inhabits women?!" Taiwan raised her voice only slightly, but it was enough to make Iceland flinch. "Was it at least the friendly ones?!" Iceland hung his head sadly. "It was the worst of all." Taiwan's eyes widened. "A... red one?" Iceland brought his knees up to his chest and hugged them mournfully. "I don't know what to do, Mei... you _physically cant seperate _the Squig from their host once they've... accepted each other... but at least this Squig has shown no signs of violence... I have to do something about it..." Taiwan sat back down in her seat and softened her eyes. The room filled with an unnatural silence, and Iceland shifted uncomfortably again.

"Can you feel it... at all?" Iceland brought a hand up to his stomach, and the small movements made him slump in his seat. "Guess it's really been sucking the life out of me..." Taiwan sniffled. "I don't want you to be torn apart, Emmy... we have to do something... actually, you do. But I want to help you..." Iceland looked up at Taiwan, and a small smile formed on his lips.

_"Stay with me." _

**A/N Aaaand that's chapter 1 done! I like cliffhangers, mostly when I'm writing them since I'll know what'll happen next. Want to know where the RP originated, the unvamped version? look for pokemonsonicgirl123 on , or Kirychan1226. I might be willing to make a copy of the RP, since I saved the notes in a special folder. (Muhahahaha) I thought it'd make a awesome story... but it's only just begun. Hehehehehehe... *evil maniacal laughter* Anyhow. I do not own the characters, they are from hetalia which I don't own either. Squigs belong to MadamSquiggles, though they are an open species and can be used for stories and such. :3 I hope you enjoyed! If you make a really, really, nice review, I might praise you in the third chapter, since I'll release the second chapter directly after this one since I'm writing it! Well. Yeah, I'm writing this too. Anyhow, hope you enjoyed!**

**Chapter 2, I'll stay with you**

**A/N Hello! This is a chapter. I can't stop writing it, like, argh! I love writing this series already. And for those who read my really, really shitty story 'Sunflowers, Vodka, And a Touch of Romance' note I'm revamping it and making it... a lot more detailed, complicated, and less rushed. Thank you, person who I cant remember who you are, who told me it was too rushed, and really, really, confusing. Like a maze, and you got lost! The next one is a super, super, SUPER maze, but, it's not rushed! Just... I'll let you find out once I post it. The story is rated M due to this chapter... smut. Not heavy smut, just smut. Okay, maybe slightly detailed smut. But it's not yaoi smut, that's for the new version of the OmegaVerse... I've seen worse reading the stories my mum reads on fanfic, damn mass effect stories with female shepard and either Garrus or that fish-lizard dude. Bah!**

It had been a few weeks since Iceland told Taiwan about his Squig problem, and she told him she'd stay with him. She'd been constantly asking the female Philliphene twin how to use a knife and cut someone open... who she'd hestitantly replied in different ways. Taiwan made sure she'd be prepared, so Iceland wouldn't be torn open... instead, she wanted to save him. In the meantime, she'd love him. He needed the love, and with his emotional problems getting worse each passing moment since he told her about his predicament, she wanted to stay with him. She may of been a jealous-type, but when those she loved needed her... she'd be there. And right now, Iceland would need her. He hadn't told anybody else- not even Norway. All Norway knew is that Iceland encountered a Squig- not that he was a host for one. Taiwan didn't want anyone to know, anyways. And her walking around with a knife in her pocket? That was strange enough. But today, three weeks after she decided she'd just move in, she Iceland in the kitchen talking to himself...

"So, I was thinking maybe some Artic Cod with Tartar sauce... Tartar sauce is yummy... and... mayonaise. I want pickles too? Maaaybe some cherries on the side... and dont forget some... some... ah..." Iceland paused to wipe off his drool, and then went back to reading his cookbook on the floor. "Pussy. No. Whaaale..." Iceland made a whale noise, making Taiwan cover her mouth to prevent herself from laughing.

"What's this I hear about eating pussy?" Taiwan walked in looking smug, and Iceland glanced up at her with a redface. "My... my... head was in the gutter..." Taiwan got down on the floor and ripped the cookbook out of Iceland's lap, and instead she sat in his lap and threw the book across the kitchen. Leaning down with her breasts almost smothering him, she grabbed Iceland's chin and made him look up. "My eyes are up here, silly..." Iceland blinked his mismatch colored eyes, making Taiwan smile wider.

"Why, do you want me to?" Taiwan opened her mouth to speak, and then quickly jammed it shut and looked away in embarrassment. "Hungary keeps making fun of me since I'm a virgin, but I threw it back at her the only reason she's not a virgin is that she was a slut with Austria and Prussia." Iceland snorted, and moved slightly underneath Taiwan to get comfortable with her on his lap. "I'm not entirely sure about the Austria part since he's such a high-class priss, but Prussia... probably." Iceland's remark made Taiwan snicker, and hug him.

"So, how have you been doing?" Taiwan asked, battling her eyelashes and moving closer if even possible to the Icelander. He replied with the same flirtatiousness in his voice, "Fine, thank you~ Though, right now there seems to be a heatwave in my pants..." Taiwan giggled, and pushed Iceland down, his back to the cold kitchen floor. She crawled up slightly to sit on his stomach, and leaned down on him, her breasts pushing against his chest.

Iceland's hands slid up her skirt massaging Taiwan's thighs, while their mouths were occupied together. Neither of them took notice to the Squig inside of Iceland starting to get strangely excited, and soon Iceland was panting face flushed, and hard as a rock. "Mei... just get down on your knees already." Taiwan lifted her ass up in the air as Iceland's clumbsy hands pulled down her underwear. "You'll have to get me there, first..." Iceland growled lowly, and grabbed Taiwan's hips and flipped them over, her against the floor and not him.

"You are there..." Iceland whispered out huskily, making Taiwan moan. Iceland pulled off Taiwan's skirt, exposing her flushed womanhood. She was already leaking with pre-ecstasy, she was almost at the end of her tether already. "I haven't done anything to you yet, and look at you... this'll be fun..." Taiwan huffed, and pulled off her shirt, leaving her bra though. "I'm not removing this piece until you show me your goods, first..." Iceland groaned, the tightness in his jeans getting ever more uncomfortable. First, He ignored unbuttoning his shirt and just ripped it off, ripping part of it in the process. It was a cheap shirt, anyways.

Next, he unbuttoned his jeans and shimmied out of them, discarding them somewhere on the kitchen floor. Taiwan glanced at Iceland's light grey boxers, and blushed darkly when she noticed the bulge in them. "Well... that's gonna hurt..." Iceland mumbled an apology but shook her head. "It's okay... it may not be as huge as Denmark, France, Russia or Sweden... but it's still alot better then tiny ass Asian dicks..." Iceland chuckled and grabbed the hem of his boxers. Taiwan watched as he slowly pulled them down, soon revealing himself to her... and she sighed slightly.

"That is really, really, going to hurt..." Iceland sighed, and threw his boxers, making them accidently land in the sink. Iceland rolled his eyes at it, but shoved one of his fingers into his mouth, coating it in his saliva as a type of lubricant. Taiwan watched, and then shifted nervously as he stuck the finger into her womanhood, not used to the feeling. "I take it you never really tried masturbation..." Taiwan shook her head. But gasped as Iceland started pumping the finger in her, and she didn't even notice when he added another digit, and began curling them to stretch her out slightly. She winced, and Iceland laid kisses to her inner thigh to help distract her. After Taiwan could handle three fingers, they both swallowed nervously, confused with their forever-teenage hormones, and both wanting the same thing, but scared of it.

Iceland grabbed Taiwan's hips tightly, and abruptly broke the silence with Taiwan's gasp, as he quickly shoved himself into her. "You... could of... at least... gone slowly..." Iceland laid his head down on her shoulder, talking quietly. "That would of dragged out the pain..." Taiwan relaxed once she had grown slightly less uncomfortable with the feeling of Iceland inside of her, and she tapped him lightly on the shoulder. "I guess this is where I say... move?" Iceland shook his head. "Get rid of that bra, first..." Taiwan looked down, she had completely forgotten about it. Luckily, Taiwan's bra hooked in front, making it easier for her to unhook.

Her hands shakily unhooked her bra, and soon it was across the floor thanks to Iceland throwing it. Drool dribbled slightly from Iceland's chin, as the Squig pheromones were starting to get to him. He needed to fuck Taiwan senseless. **Now. **In a sudden movement of his hips, Iceland snapped into motion, effectively breaking Taiwan's virginity then and there, causing blood to get on the two, but with how fast he was moving, neither noticed.

Taiwan's loud moans filled the quiet house, some which could be heard outside since the windows in the kitchen were open, letting a warm breeze in. Every few moments Iceland would kiss Taiwan deeply, and buck his hips again making her moan in his mouth. Taiwan's mouth moved down to his adam's apple, where she sucked on it gently, tongue lapping on it slightly following his erratic pulse. Suddenly, Iceland found Taiwan's sweet spot, causing her to moan loudly against Iceland's sweaty flesh. A grunt came out of Iceland, who began pounding into her, that same spot.

"Say my name..." Iceland spoke out between thrusts, making Taiwan huff in between moans. "Em... Emil..." Iceland growled lowly as he thrust into Taiwan again. "LOUDER." Taiwan moaned out Iceland's name a tad louder, but when he got close to her ear and whispered, she hit the end of her tether. "Now scream for me..." He let the words slid off his tongue in a husky tone, passionate and exciting emotion slightly lacing it. A few more thrusts, and Taiwan came, screaming Iceland's name.

"EMIL~!" Taiwan's estascy-filled scream made some of the neighbors outside jump, not used to any sound coming from Iceland's house. Some of the children questioned their mothers what was going on, but the parents simply ushered their children away. Inside of the house, after Taiwan reached her end, Iceland soon came after her and both of them were left panting and sweaty on the kitchen floor.

"Emmy... I want to tell you something..." Iceland looked up from burying his face in between her breasts. "Please tell me this was not one of your fertile days..." Taiwan rolled her eyes. "I can't have children, so don't worry. At least that's what they told me, when I was young I got hit so hard that it doesn't... work. But anyhow..." Her eyes softened and Iceland listened intently. "I'll stay with you... not just because of this... but... I trust you, and I want you to trust me..." Iceland sighed and brushed some of the hair out of Taiwan's face. "I already trusted you... and I still to, Mei..." Taiwan smiled weakly. "I love you..." Iceland smiled slightly, and placed a sweet kiss onto Taiwan's lips. "I love you too..."

**A/N You're welcome for mentally scaring you if you weren't prepared for me actually writing some nice, decent smut. But. I really, really, love this... just... dayum, my mummy will be so impressed I wrote some good smut, not just 'in and out. you know what happens.' MUAHAHAHA- anyhow, after this, there will be considerably MORE story progression in the next chapter. If I don't stop writing this all in the same day, I guess I'll mention somebody for their review in maybe... a very, very later chapter. (rofl) Hope you enjoyed!**

**Chapter 3, Hot Spring Delight**

**A/N Sorry, Couldn't stop writing... and I thought since the last chapter was hot, I'll give you something boiling but not smutty, just sweet. Like boiling strawberries, even though that is strange. Did you know once I had a strawberry popsicle made from frozen strawberries and I used Jalepeno juice and the popsicle to make tea? Just threw it all into a kettle, not thinking it was weird at all. To be honest, I loved it. Very, very, very much. It was yummy. You should try it sometimes! Get a copper kettle... some water, drain the Jalepeno juice from a jar of Jalepenos, take some strawberries, squeeze the fuck out of the strawberries for their juice into the kettle, pour in the Jalepeno juice, brew until boiling, and enjoy! I do not own Hetalia, just this story. I don't own Squigs either, that belongs to MadamSquiggles on deviantart, but it is an open species and is available for use... just learn about it, first. R&R?**

Iceland and Taiwan didn't speak about what happened, instead they kept their lips sealed and their hearts open all summer. Unfortuantly, through this time the Squig inside of Iceland grew slightly, like their sexual activity was good for it, even. Instead of his firm stomach, there was now a slight bump where the Squig burrowed into his body and made itself home. Iceland could feel it's movements better now, and it disturbed him slightly. Though, Taiwan made sure he didn't become sick or let it drain him. Hell, he had been taken such good care of he would of been able to go to a meeting- but Taiwan wouldn't let him. He didn't want to be left alone either, so she stayed with him even if they were both missing paperwork. Phone calls and emails were typically ignored; they were in their own little fantasy world despite the fact they both knew it'd end in 9 months. That would be the time when the Squig would try and rip it's way out of Iceland, but Taiwan made sure she was prepared with her knife at any moment to cut him open and remove it. But today, she think's she'll try and interact with it, maybe. It might be reasonable- tell it she'll remove it from Iceland when it's time so it won't rip it's way out of him... if that even works.

Iceland sat on the couch, covered in blankets and staring at the large flatscreen TV on his wall, watching a channel about a Hot Spring resort. It was the only thing that seemed interesting to him right now, that and massaging his lower stomach where the Squig was protesting because he hadn't eaten anything today. For something that should be grateful he let it use him as a host, it sure is a whiny thing.

Just as Iceland finally got the Squig to calm down, Taiwan entered the room and it seemed to suddenly get a burst of energy, moving around again making him feel sick. Iceland looked at Taiwan, who was in a kimono, though it only came to her knees, it was still elegant and beautiful. A pink and white pattern of cherryblossoms adorned the kimono, making her look cute today.

"Why dressed up so much?" Iceland asked boredly, causing Taiwan to raise an eyebrow. "Because I can, thank you very much." Taiwan retorted, and then noticed Iceland looking slightly sick.

"What's wrong with you?" Iceland sighed, gripped his blanket tighter. "Forgot to eat breakfast so now there are... _complaints._" Taiwan thought for a moment, and then made an 'oh' sound. "Why did you forget to eat, ya fool?"


End file.
